SCENE I.]

AURENG-IEBE

My sufferings for you make your heart my due;
Be worthy me, as I am worthy you.
Aur. I've thought, and blessed be you who gave me
time >                                  {Putting up his sword.

My virtue was surprised into a crime.
Strong virtue, like strong nature, struggles still;
Exerts itself, and then throws off the ill.
I to a son's and lover's praise aspire,
And must fulfil the parts which both require,
How dear the cure of jealousy has cost!
With too much care and tenderness yj are lost.
So the fond youth from hell redeemed his prize,
Till looking back, she vanished from his eyes! '

\Exeunt severally.

